CHAPTER  VI
JIDDAH
WHEN I awoke we were getting under way. A violent altercation was taking place over the following question. A party of Magribi Arabs had passed the quarantine and were half-way out to the ship when one of them died (sic). The boat put back, but the shore authorities refused to let them land again. They then came out to the ship, and the Persians utterly declined to take the corpse aboard. They could not throw it overboard because certain ceremonial washings remained to be performed, and prayers said, before it could properly be " committed to the deep.55 The dispute was as to whether they were entitled to bring him aboard or not. An Egyptian lawyer camped near us was asked to bring his forensic knowledge to bear on this rather nice point. He was of the opinion that the man, having taken his ticket, was entitled to a passage, dead or alive, there being no saving clause in the contract. The tickets, in fact, consisted of slips of paper with the name of the ship and a number scribbled on them, and nothing else. I thought that having expired after leaving the shore he was practically a passenger, and should be considered as having died on board. The Magribis, however, got sick of arguing, and came swarming over the bulwarks, secured a footing on deck, and hoisted up their departed comrade without more ado. Their fierce brown faces and long knives sufficed to prevent any one from interfering actively. The rumour that the man had died of cholera, which got about shortly afterwards, fortunately proved unfounded.
We left Yembu at half-past eight and soon lost sight of land.   The last thing we saw was a caravan just starting
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